Who knows you better than your own kind do 
They treat you better 
They fuck you better 
They understand you better 
Their too like you to ever 
Be considered 
But the world is littered 
From jumping between
To the other side of things 
Its the best of both worlds 
And who knows you better 
Then your own kind who crossed the line 
Between who you are and what is the other kind 
I'm not opposed of my peculiar interests
I am only ashamed that society might make me ashamed
To do what they do behind closed doors 
When I bring it up out in the open on anyday
Their wont be cohesion in this earth no more 
Anyone is free to associate who they are 
To anything at all 
I like the in between transients
Of this weird human type I am looking for 
I'm not a man nor I am woman and neither am I in between 
straight, gay, asexual are now archaic terms to me 
If you explore yourself 
You might find yourself in to broad of a category 
Maybe our words fail to retain what it means 
To.find yourself in place 
Where no one would talk this in meatspace
They hide it all alone on the phone
I should have tried in entertainment 
Where at least the people laughs would have to pay te or crime

    